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The interior is a dark cave,
the blind intellect, a flying owl;
turning into a musk-deer
it perceives
the perfume of musk
oozing out of its own navel.
Where is the light here
if it is hidden inside?
Why is the rider
of the steed of darkness
trembling?
The exterior is empty,
the great city
is like an anthill of darkness.
Every tower
of sky-embracing palaces
is baffling the mind.
The spread out king ways
are like lines present
in the palms of demons.
The heckling sounds of drunkards
reverberating in the lanes.
The serpent of life
has thousand tongues,
hundred thousand bisections
and minions of teeth.
Where has the heart of man
gone astray?
Sinews are the heaps of sand
in this corpse of desert.
Is life a nectarous river?
Man is only lost in himself,
in the dark mine
of hidden sorrows.
Is there any consolation